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BY SEVERAL HAN DS. 


GRATEFULLY INSCRIBED 


To the hononred Memory of a late 3 
valuable Citizen of the City of BRISTOL, 


Abraham Richard Hawkſworth, 
* Treaſurer 00 the Infirmary of the ſaid Git: 
WES Jus on ad 

One of the People called. QU AKERS. 


Wberein is exbibited a View of his LIFE: 
As an accom mpliſhed Model for the univerſal Imitation of Mankind; 
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| To \ men ARE ADDED, 


Some Lines on Reztcca SMITH, 
Late of Nair.sworTn, in Gloceſterſbire, deceaſed, 
An eminent and approved Miniſter amongſt the ſaid People. 
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HE Day after the Funeral of this worthy Man, an 

Elegy (with a propoſed Epitaph ) was publiſhed, which 

Bad ſo quick a Sale, that next Day toward Evening not one 

was to be purchaſed : From thence the Author of the fol- 

2 (Elegy I.) acknowledges ſome Hints to have been 
i ved. N 


The Week after ſaid Funeral, ſome Lines were put into 


S. FARLEY's Briſtol Journal, which having been ſince en- 
larged, make up the Second Elegy. 


8 _ 8 
' The Three Firſt, and the Two laſt, of the following 
Pieces are entirely of my own Compoſition : the reſt 


have made their public Appearance in the Briſtol and Bath 
Journals, 


jon 


THE EDITOR. 
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HALL due remembrance of a matchleſs friend, 
KJ Interr'd, in ſilence with his actions end? 
With worthleſs herds, ſhall dark oblivion claim 
A life ſo worthy of immortal fame? 
No; could my genius reach the high eſteem 
Which warms my boſom with the fruitful theme, 
His name ſhould ſhine, in animated lays, 
Bright as his deeds, and blameleſs as his days; 
In farther climes, to later periods, known 
Than golden buſts on monumental ſtone. 

Would heav'n the heart inſpire the hand would write 
What grateful choirs in raptures ſhou'd recite ; 
What hills and vales in coneert ſhou'd reſound; 

To wake a world of ſlumb'ring throngs around: 
Up from the duſt their grov'ling minds to raiſe, 
Like his, their AuTaor in their acts to praiſe. 

Look o'er mankind : what wild extremes appear ! 
What devious trains, or treach'rous or ſevere ! 
Here Falſehood ſaps us with her fyren ſounds, 
There Fury threats, or haſtier vengeance wounds : 
Here the dark Churl, or haughtier airs of pride, 
Or hungry wants by laviſh waſte deny'd ! 

There, like young colts on airy ſummits bred, 
In heedleſs hearts —_ folly fed! © 
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Such 
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Such tracks xz ſhun'd, whoſe lovelier walks no more 
Delight our eyes, whoſe abſence we deplore. 
Him no hard ſtint c er ſeed ; no wanton waſte, 
No ſordid fraud, or foaming rage, diſgrac'd. 

No heart leſs pregnant with the hateful birth, 
Of Envy's rancour, or the Scorner's mirth |! 

No Critic ſneer ! the good intent * — 7 
And venial flips with fav rin 

Like bees from flowers, he IXI 1 out 70 beſt, 
Prais'd what deſerv'd, and os left the reſt : 

In word or deed no mocks wrong d, or harm'd ; 


Who knew him lov'd; his words, his actions, charm'd. 


One rich and kind, wiſe, humble, to behold, 
Say can the world a worthier fight unfold ? 

See ſome, their own importance bent to raiſe, 
_ Uſe baſe detraction from another's praiſe 
Their proud imagin'd wifdom fiercely bend 
Againſt old follies of an abſent friend: 
Paſt fins to laſh, alive or dead the fame; 
To grant no mercy to their neighbour's name. 
No rigid hints, allow'd, his topicks made ; 
No characters ingenious to degrade ; 
No waſte of wit, who &er might fall or ſlide, 
But kind compaſſion, glad to heal and hide 
All others faults and foibles veil'd,---alone, 
In them he ſhew'd what genuine graces ſhone. 
His deareſt fight'each be and brighteſt ſide ! 
His deareſt theme each others — deſcryd 
Oh, if ſuch candour breath'd in every tale, 
Among mankind what union would prevail ! 
Still with their friends, ally'd in love ſincere, 
How all would join their pleaſures every where |! 
All black mali . blaſted here below, 
From heart to heart would mutual fondneſs flow, 
Heav'n link'd with earth! connection (ies regain 
All then were bliſs, unfading bliſs retain 


May 
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May hence his name thro' diſtant ages bloom, 
With richer fragrance than the freſh perfume 
Enroll'd, endear'd, with worthies now at reſt, 
Who, wiſe and good, the people ſav'd, and bleſt ! 
Let chi:fs, admir'd for pow'r and pomp alone, 
Their tranſient blaze extinguiſh'd, rot unknown. 
Let courtiers, leaping at promotion's call, 
Who live unloy'd, as unlamented fall. 
Let wits and warriors drop the hand and head, 
Among th' unmentton'd millions of the dead. 
Let every tyrant's, every traytor's name 
Be toſt and branded with perpetual ſname: 
But high in honour let his menb ry thine, 
Whoſe days were mortal, but his deeds divine. 
Let Hawkſworth's name, with love while living crown'd, 
To cheer faint virtue, juſtly be renown'd; 
To whom, when Heav'n wou'd waft him from our view, 
Loth was the world to give the laſt adieu. 
Could wiſdom, wealth and goodneſs, all combin'd, 
His life have ſav'd, in life he {till had ſnin'd. 
Could other's pray'rs and tears have death delay'd, 
Still had his pray'rs, and pious alms, been paid. 
The poor his care! if ſad affliction ſigh'd, 
Her urgent wants his liberal hand ſupply'd. 
If lonely languors difallow'd to crave, 
« Unaſk'd he aided, and unſeen he gave.” 
Where preſent woes, and fears of worſe, were great, 
He came; all fled ; and tranſports took their ſeat. 
Dark look'd their ſkies ; but now the lucid ray 
Relum'd each cloud, and beautify'd the day. 
All to recount, his acts of kindneſs done, 
Short were the riſing to the ſetting ſun 
Will that brave ſeaman more deſerve applauſe, 
Who ſinking crews from found'ring veſſels draws, 
Who feaſts em, blooming with reviving ſtore, 
And brings em joyful to the welcome ſhore ; 


Than 
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Than he who ſeeks, who latent victims finds, 
From terror's chains, from ſecret racks, unbinds: 
By whom fair freedom's extaſies abound, | 
And new creation, brightned, ſmiles around ? 

Eaſe, op'lence, greatneſs, pleaſures, all retire--- 
Far higher, humbler, objects his defire ! 
Who watch'd, attending, virtue blind, or lame, 
To light, or lead; the vicious to reclaim : 
Who widows, orphans, hoary age congeaPd, . 
Sick, hungry, naked, nouriſh'd, cloath'd and heal'd : 
Who ſoftly ſooth'd where dying patients lay, 
And ſmooth'd their paſſage to the realms of day : 
Who had no foes, who bath'd no ſword in blood, 
But lov'd all nations as the work of Gop : 
Who ruPd himſelf, each lawleſs wiſh deny'd, 
And bere, or won with goodneſs, all beſide : 
Who naked merits, unaffected, ſought ; 
Whoſe left hand knew not what his right had wrought, 
Enough for him, that Heav'n his ſteps had mov'd, 
His deeds directed, and his heart approv'd ! 

How ſtill unruffled in each varied ſcene ! 
How mild his manners, as his mind ſerene ! 
Smooth as the ſurface of the chryſtal deep, 
When winds impetuous in their priſon ſleep ! 
Smooth ev'n in ſtorms, as o'er th' inſulting waves 
The Cape, whoſe feet the ceaſeleſs billow laves ! 

Say whence thoſe pow'rs illuſtrious were obtain'd ? 
Not giv'n by nature, but by conqueſt gain'd. 
He, call'd of Heav'n from pleaſures once purſu'd, 
Turn'd to the gates of ſacred rectitude. 
Oft in his breaſt the lurking rebels roſe, 
And pamper'd nature arm'd her hoſts t' oppoſe : 


But, firmly fix'd, his ſoul refus'd to yield: 


Her forces weaken'd, and he won the field. 
This well-fought war, on joyful vict'ry's wings, 
Harmleſs, divine, the happieſt triumph brings. 


Hence 
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Hence in his foul, diffuſing gifts beſtow'd, 


Sprang the ſweet ſources whence his actions flow'd. 


Bright ſhir'd his days---but now they ſhine no more; 
Our health, our peace, our comforts to reſtore. 


Oh loſs lamented ! in the noon of lite 
Snatch'd from thy friends, thy kindred, and thy wife : 
From plans of uſe, from plenteous wealth prepar'd, 
Which ſtill ſeem'd ſweeter when with others ſhar'd ; 
Diſpers'd around; employ'd, in rugged road 
To help the weak, to lighten every load; 
Eaſe every pain, on erring minds diffuſe 
A clearer light to rectify their views; 
Avert all ills, induce attentive youth 
To the beſt choice of piety and truth : 
The rules of ſaints and ſages (rarely try'd, 
Tho! frequent heard) in life exemplify'd ! 
Can Myrmidons not mourn the ſwift eſcape 
Of ſeraph's virtues in the human ſhape ? 
Of ſuch good works how much was left behind, 
Hopes of thy hand, and iſſues of thy mind 
Who now ſucceeds ? when will that Phenix rare, 
Heart join'd with means, the general loſs repair ? 
Whence, or by whom, thy vacant place be fill'd? 
None can but Gop the ſudden breach rebuild, 
Tho? ſome in heaps of riches far excell, 
Yet who ſo bounteous, wiſe, and humble tell ? 
Where &er ſuch life the circling throng delights, 
Bright ſhine his days, and peaceful roll his nights ! 
Ye angels, ſhade him with your azure wings, 
HaiPd with new honours from the King o*) Kings ! 
Still may his hymns, harmonious with your own, 
Yield odours grateful to their Author's throne ! 
May longer far that precious life ſojourn, 
Than his, on earth, whoſe early flight we mourn ! 
Yet let this thought relieve — ſtrain; 
Tho? great our loſs, yet greater ſtill his gain ! | 
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In heav'ns high realm of full rewards poſſeft, 
For ever honour'd and for ever bleft ! 

Thy ſacred light, oh ſov'reign of mankind ! 
So leads thy ſubjects to the joys defign'd : 
Diffus'd its radiance ofer his rolling days, 

Of all his luſtre thine alone the praiſe! 

Now high enhanc'd, his new ſenſations move 


With glorious cherubs, in exalted love: 


Where loftier ſongs his gracious guide adore, 
All perils paſt, and pains approach no more. | 
May we then ſtrive his beauteous ſteps to trace, 


Cloth'd with like patience, run the Chriſtian race 


Arm'd with like bravry, make temptation ceaſe, 
As conqu'ring ſoldiers of the Prince of peace; 
Check each wrong thought, repreſs each paſſion's flight, 
Implore his aid---to think and act — 0 
Who timely warns to fly th inviting ſnare, 
And conſtant o'er us holds a father's care. 
If innate luſts deſpotic ſway maintain, 
Unfit for heav'n, their vaſſals we remain: 
Pure perfect union with the bleſt deny'd, 
To rebels link*d with av'rice, or with pride 
Fine parts miſus'd, or moments paſt miſpent, 
We then, excluded, may too late lament. 
Ye rich, ye poor, your cloling days draw nigh : 
Oh learn like him to live---like him to die: 
So will the world your lives with high renown, 
And Heav'n your toils with endleſs treaſure crown. 
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W147 floods of tears on that fad ſolemn day 
What crowds of mourners fill'd the penſive way! 
When op'ning earth had heap'd the riſing mold, 
In dark embrace his lifeleſs limbs to fol 


Whoſe 


le 


Whoſe nobler part, from mortal fleep retir'd, 


Had wa#'d in bliſs, as Heav'n its own requir'd ! 
Silent and ſlow the long proceſſion mov'd ; 

Ah much lamented, as his life was lov'd! 

No pall appear'd ; no ſcarfs depending flow; 

No mutes precede ; the mimickry of woe ! 

How oft, diſguis'd by ſumptuous pomp and art, 

A face of mourning hides the laughing heart ! 

Wealth tow'rd aloft, and trim'd in proud attire, 

Shines in grand ſhows, and gaping crowds admire. 
Say, was for trivial baubles, light as wind, 

Man's firſt, ſuperior dignity, deſign'd ; 

The high-born ſoul to doat, with downward view, 

On earth's low wares, and ſhallow hopes purſue 

Immortal joys for phantoms to forego, 

And conſtant goodneſs for the gliding ſhow ? 

Not Solon's eye, to Lydia's monarch brought, 

Dead glitt'ring ſights, but ſov'reign wiſdom ſought. 

His plainneſs ſeen, the gorgeous Prince decry'd ; 

But Per/ia's hero, laſh'd the ſcorner's pride. 

Could Solon's life, in worth intrinſtc wife, 

Of plumes exterior, need the lame ſupplies ? 

Or could his death? on each reflecting breaſt 

His country's love, and manly ſenſe, impreſt ! | 
So Hawkſworth ſhone, reclaim'd from vain parade ; 

No more to modes a blind ſubmiſſion paid ; 

Left all th? enchantments of the world behind, 

And Folly's trinkets, back to fools, reſign'd; 

Lov'd the ſafe limits of the golden mean, 

Not fickle changes in each changing ſcene; 

To faſhion's claims, her coſtly rites deny'd, 

And ſavings made to neighb'ring wants, apply'd. 

From tyrant cuſtom's Gordian knot's releaſe, 

Above he walk'd, the highway ſtraight to peace. 
Ev'n death in vain, when kindred lives expir'd, 
Some new returns of homage paſt, requir'd. 1 
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His humbler track, by ſacred wiſdom train'd, 
He with victorious fortitude maintain'd: 

Thus, made an honoured father's exit known, 
Thus hearts attendred, ſolemniz'd his own : 

So ſoon diſſolv'd, in throng'd remembrance, riſe 
All the dear ſocial, ſympathetic ties! 

Trace all his days: how uniformly right! 
Divine communion, was his ſoul's delight; 

His rev'rent ſearch; his morning, ev'ning, pray'r; 
His daily labour, and his nightly care. 

Hence pure his thoughts, in winning words expreſt; 
And ſuccours haſt'ning to the ſoul diſtreſt ! 

Hence poor and rich, his god-like actions prais'd, 
On him their patron, or their pattern, gaz'd. 

As grateful ſhow'rs deſcend on thirſty ground ; 

Wiſh'd at ſome juncture, ſuch perſuaſive found, 
So full, ſo clear, ſo ſweet and yet fo ſtrong, 
Flow'd from his lips, unfolding right and wrong, 
That liſt'ning crowds imbib'd the healing balm, 
* tumults ονd red at the ſudden calm. 

Wrath turn'd to love, and warm offences ceaſe, 
Won with new ſweets of piety and peace. 

Him Heav'n had rais'd the conſtant friend to ſhine. 
Of widows, orphans, helpleſs age, and mine. 
*T was his, the glooms of indigence to cheer, 
From weeping eyes, to wipe the falling tear, 
On drooping hearts, indulgent helps to ſhed ; 


Cloth'd were the naked, and the famiſh'd fed; 


The loads were lighten'd, which had late depreſt, 
And joyous raptures, fill'd each conicious breaſt. 
So vernal ſuns, their genial beams diſplay'd, 
Chaſe every cloud, and brighten every ſhade ; 
Gild the dark wilds, the naked groves adorn, 
And earth exults, with recent graces worn. 

Oh hence inthron'd in glories ever new ! 
A lite like thine, when will ſurvivors view ? 


A life 
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A life fo lov'd, fo free from ev'ry ſtain, 

So peaceful, uſeful, generous and humane; 
Low yet ſublime, which bad fo frequent flow 
New heav*n-born joys o'er dreary waſtes of woe ; 
Calm as the rock that, high in ocean, braves 
The rage of tempeſts, and the war of waves ; 
So watchful, faithful ? every lovely grace 
Breath'd from thy ſoul, and ſmil'd upon thy face. 
What life like thine, all forrows will repell, 
All ranks delight, unwearied to do well, 

Since Heav'n has calPd thee to more bleſt employ, 
With hoſts congenial, in unfading joy ? 

Others have pleas'd with virtues, not a few ; 
Mild, friendly, courteous, generous, juſt and true: 
Yet, midſt 'em ſtill, thy ifs, a firſt-rate view'd, 
Shines as a ſtar of ampleſt magnitude ; 

Midſt radiant lights, more brilliant orb affign'd , 
As purer gold, from native droſs, refind ! 

How oft my ſoul, thy bliſsful image eyes 

Oft on its ears, thy ſoothing accents riſe. 

The whole ſweet tenour of thy life ſucceeds, 
Delighting converſe, and obliging deeds ; 

Thy cordial ſmiles, thoſe well-exerted powt's 
Which wing'd thy motions, and attracted ours 
A riſing wiſh, if wiſhes ought could give, 

To make thy fame with late deſcendants live. 
Oh ftill, my ſoul, the ſource of good adore, 
And meet---to ſep'rate from my friend no more 


— — {____r_ —ñ— 
REFLECTIONS on the loſt Oro IAR, and a Wish for 
the preſent New YEAR. 
| I. 
HE laſt of annual orbits o'er, 
But not the griefs it gave, 


Late friends we ſee, we hear, no more; 


Now ſilent in the Grave ! 
B 2 The 
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| II, 
The deareſt ſpouſe, the hoary fire ; 
The ſon mature in years, 
Have late been ſummon'd to retire, 
From kindred bath'd in tears. 
: III. 
Deſiſt to mourn your friends remoy'd : 
Mess1an ſtill remains, 
To make your future lives approv'd, 
And bleſs with boundleſs gains. 
| IV. 
Oh loſs how great ; how general felt, 
Illuftrious Hawkſworth dead 
What acts of goodneſs, widely dealt, 
With him to Heav'n are fled ! 
V. | 
How wean'd from all illuſive charms, 
Which wound the world below ! 
How ſwift to heal his brethren's harms, 
Or make their comforts flow ! 
VI, 
Belov'd of Gop, as of mankind ! 
All elſe to him were toys, 
But how to ſerve his ſov'reign's mind, 
Who crowns with. endleſs joys. 
. 


Be long the laſt of gliding years 


Recorded in my breaſt: 

What in its womb the preſent bears 
May Heav'n pronounce it bleſt ! 

VIII. 

A year productive of ſuch love 
To Gop, to human race, 

Of men honoured, may it prove, 
With every laſting grace 


Oh 
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. 
Oh buy that oil. whate'er it coſt, 
Our lamps that lights and warms, 
Glows in good lives; let vices croſs'd 
For this reſign their arms: 
X. 
That for one Hawkſworth early loſt, 
By happier Angels gain'd, 
New ranks may fill his vacant poſt, 
Their lives alike unſtain'd ! 
3 
May church and ſtate, in peace and love, 
Harmonious, thriving ſteer ; 
All the firſt fprings of wrong remove; 
All right the current year ! 
XII. 
If this too much with firm intent, 
Let individuals try, 
With conſcience of their days well ſpent, 
To find a friend on high. 
XIII. 
May ſeaſons paſt in toil and care, 
In which that friend ſuſtains, 
All cloſe in one perpetual year, 
Where peace unruffled reigns ! 


—— 
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In S. FarLgy's Briſtol Journal were inſerted the two fol- 
lowing poetic pieces. Fi 
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On Mr. ABRAHAM RICHARD HawkswoRTH, <oho died 
October 29, 1768. 


> EADER! fear'ſt thou the cloſe of human life > | 7 
This grave ſhall teach thee---It is Hawk/worth's 


duſt--- | Ti 
Hawkſworth, whoſe ſoul was charity and love. 
Behold the tears of poverty, diſtreſs, | 
And helpleſs age---the drooping of the ſick--- W 
The widow's ſecret grief the orphan's moan--- 
The public weep their peace-reſtoring friend--- W 
Then mark his bright example Imitate 
His gentle ſpirit doing good to man; 
Welcome the cloſe, and ſeek reward in Gop. As 
ParLaxTaHROPOs. |, _} 
* | Wa eee Th 
To Nr ER 4 
If the following ſtanzas refleft not diſhonour on the name of Th 
that good man, to whoſe memory they are ſacred, you \ 
will kindly give them a plate in your paper : It is the Wh 
earneſt wiſh of the Author that they were more ſuitable to . 
the ſubject. He hopes, however, you, and the candid, , 
will not look on them ſo much the labour of the head, as 1 
the genuine effuſions of the heart. Ne 
Briſtol, Nov. 2, 1768. : % 
oer m. : 
Præcipe lugubres cantus 
Melpomene !, Hos. * 
I. 
E ſacred maids that lead the tuneful choir ! Th' 
In ſweet ſollicitude awake the ſong: U 


With love-lorn notes my ſorrowing breaſt inſpire, 


For love-lorn notes to Hawkſworth's ſhade belong. 
Forbid 
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II. 
Forbid it every ſenſe of grateful love; 
That fuch unnotic'd to the tomb defcend ! 
Heav'n muſt itſelf with ſmiles ſuch worth approve ; 
4 The poor man's n the rich man's friend! 
III. | 
 I'Twas his to bid the orphan's wailing ceaſe, 
, | To huſh the heart-ſtruck widow's riſing ſigh ; 
To pour in ſorrow's wounds the balm of peace, 
And wipe the dew-drop from affliction's eye. 
IV. 
What crowds, his hand extended prompt to fave, 
Shall raiſe, in genuine woe, the plaintive ftrain ! 
With tears of love embalm his facred grave, 
Whoſe longer ſtay their pray'rs implor'd in vain. 
7 


As when the boſom of the youthful ſpring 
Expands her bloſſoms to the genial ray; 
Their blight deſtructive mounts the whirlwind's wing, 

And all her flowret's languiſhing decay. 
VI. 

Y Thus bleſs'd in friends, by fortune's bounty crown'd, 
; ze . While each idea tender ſcenes employ, 
While fair delights ſat newly ſmiling round, 
„5 And time flit lightly imp'd with wings of joy; 
lid, VII 


® Frhe ruthleſs tyrant aim'd th? unerring dart, 


Not Angels vows its ſpeeding flight reſtrain) 
Rent the firm © cordage of a noBLE heart,” 
o teach frail man his happineſs is vain; 

VIII. 

or virtue's meed's in other climes prepar'd 
Rapt like Elijab to the midmoſt ſkies, 

Th' eternal calPd ni to his high reward, 
Upborn by ſeraphs to immortal joys. 


/ 
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The following was firſt inſerted in one of the Bath Journals, 
and ſince that in FzLix FaRLEV's Briſtol Journal. 


To the Honourable Memory of a GENERAL FRIEND. 


r r. 


I. 
12 others hail the riſing ſun, 
I bow to him whoſe race is run, 
Yet ſet in endleſs day: 


No bounty paſt invokes my praiſe, 


Nor future proſpects prompt my lays, 

Save ſacred friendſhip's ray. 

| II. 
Could grief avail, or tears regain, 
Or call that union back again, 

Which Heav'n has late diſſolv'd: 
The leave of Heaven could they obtain, 
The grave that frame ſhould not detain, 

From thoſe in grief involv'd. 

III. 
But, oh ! the fix'd, the firm decree, 
The grief of thouſands, and of me, 

Denies the pleaſing ſight: 
Conſign'd to duſt, the fabric lies, 
Nor more ſhall greet the longing eyes, 

But in the realms of light. 

IV. 
Thoſe willing, active limbs, no more, 
(Devoted to aſſiſt the poor) 

Their wonted office know : 

No more the widow's, orphan's grief, 
Shall meet their kind, their juſt relief, 
Nor feel his balm of woe. 


Afliiction's 
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Afffiction's gen'ral friend no more, 


Its ſecret, ſilent depths explore; 
His labouring mind at reſt. 
The generous purpoſe of his heart, 
No more its goodneſs can impart, 
Or feel for the diſtreſt. 
VI. 
His pleaſing, ſweet, and noble mind ! 
Oh where frat we its equal find, | 
With every virtue crown'd ? 
Each chriſtian virtue own'd his breaſt, 
(In deepeſt characters impreſt) | 
Which all the needy found. 
5 1 
Diſtinguiſh'd characters have ſhin'd 
In many a great and noble mind, 
With /ep'rate luſtre crown'd : | 
On whoſe, my dear, lamented friend, 
So many virtues did attend, 
Say---0r in one abound. 
| 
A mournful, «navailing ſigh, 
A ſilent tear ſteals from mine eye, 
And penſive tribute give: 
While retroſpective hours renew, 
= blaſted hopes review , 
oin'd- bid my ſorrows live. 
IX. 
Sorrow muſt live, and grief remain, 
Vet hope its great exceſs reſtrain, 
And calm my troubled mind; 
The dignity of grief ſhall ſnine, 
And ſorrow's grandeur ſhall be mine 
To Heav'n's decree reſign d! 
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| 1 
Reliev'd from griefs, from pains reliev d, 
From all that wounded or that griev'd 
Thy patient, humble mind ; | 


Concenter'd in that holy reſt, 


Which Heaven here open'd in thy breaſt, 
Its full fruition find, © 
. | 
Or riſing thro” the realms of day, 
Where Pars f reads its encreaſing ray, 
And riſes i more bright; _ 
Thro' boundleſs ſpace its race maintain, 
Thro' endleſs ages fil] to gain, 
Still more effulgent — 
XII. 
Whate'er thy ſtate, whate' er thy taſk, 
Would Heav'n permit, I'd humbly aſk, 
If not too great to give, 
While in this mixed ſtate of things, 


Where ev'ry hour its trouble brings, 


And Peace its wound receive. 
XIII. 
Id aſk, would Heaven grant my requeſt ! 
His frequent viſit to my breaſt, 
Yet not his peace deſtroy; 
His meek arid humble ſtrains would lend 
Strength to my mind---my hopes defend, 
re. pot a glimpſe of og 
| XIV. 
J feel---I feel !---Heaven lends an ear, 
Grants my requeſt---my humble pray r, 
In condeſcenſion great: 
Preſerve, oh FATHER ! *tis thy pow'r, 


Suſtains in every trying hour, 


In this my proving ſtate. 


P 
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III ſtrive, dear ſhade, thy ſteps to tread, 
Tho? vice triumphant rears its 
And threatens to beguile; 
Thy ſoining pattern, ſtill in view, 
Arne ſhall kindle---and renew, 
And at temptations ſmile. 
XVI. 
Pl ftrive to tread thy ſteps, dear ſhade, 
Tho' ſtorms attend and Pains invade 
That tribulated way; 
Thro' various heights and depths to prove 
The myfries of redeeming love, 
Which leads to endleſs day. 
XVII. 
Oh, friendſbip! facred and refin'd | 1 
Thou balm of He] in whom we find 
A foretaſte of the juſt ! 
Sacred to thee, dear * extends 
The higheſt tribute of thy friends, 
And mem ry to thy dull 
Such gen'ral grief —— been 
uch gen'} as rarely 5 
— for one lov'd ſubject ſeen: 
On Kings great ſhew attend: ade 
2 mourn for thee - both rich and poor, 
d and y r deplore 
hat know they've laſt their friend, 


Bath, 1768. 
„A chriſtian life is a continual warfave, 
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Since the firſt-half ſheet was printed, I met with a piece 
ſent to the printer of S. FaRLEyY's Briſtol Journal fo 
inſertion; but omitted, by. reaſon of its being far to 
haſtily and incorrefly compoſed, or tranſcribed ; ani 
needing many amendments, which having been groen 6 
the Editor hereof, it is now judged worthy of a place: 
this collection. | | 


Nov. 3, 1 768. 


en v. 
| from thoſe realms of joy, thoſe bright domains, 


Where, never-ceaſing, love unbounded reigns ; 
Where honoured worthies from their labours reſt, 
Compleatly happy, and for ever bleſt; 

Thy bliſsful-ſoul admits the fault'ring lay, 
Which ſoars to thee to catch th' enliv*ning ray; 
Hear, my dear friend, theſe plaintive accents hear ; 
Theſe lines thus ſullied with the falling tear. 

So ſoon, ſo ſudden, reach'd his journey's end 
The brighteſt pattern, and the kindeſt friend 
Oh for that loſs let tears inceſſant flow 
Still weep, exhauſtleſs, with exceſs of woe, 
Still pour, unemptied, all your watry ſtore, 
Ye eyes, which never ſhall behold hm more. 

Let rolling orbs in Ether ceaſe to move, 
Ere I forget thy ſympathy and love. 
Back to your ſprings ye headlong torrents flow 


And let old oceans leave their deeps below, 
Ere thy dear mem'ry from my boſom part, 


Or grateful ardour leave my changing heart. 

Thou beſt of friends, whoſe firm yet tender breaſt 
In every care an equal part poſſeſt; 

Whoſe well-tim'd checks attentive ears would charm, 
And languid pow'rs to reformation warm; 


Swe 
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Sweet flow'd thine eloquence in virtue's cauſe; 
Such words as wiſdom join'd with goodneſs draws ! 
Thy foul; ſerene, a glorious taſk maintain'd ; 
With guilt unburthen'd, as with crimes unſtain'd ! 
Bleſt ſpirit, ſay, what forms the vaſt reward, 
For ſuch exalted piety prepar'd : 
If new, ſymphonious, lays extatic ſing 
Thy Gon, thy Guide, thy Saviour and thy King: 
If, charm'd and charming with ſeraphic choirs, 
Your rapt'rous anthems breathe on golden lyres : 
If all you taſte or ſmell, each ſound or ſight, 
Hails every ſenſe with ever-new delight. 
Sure thus thy ſoul, of heav'n approving bleſt, 


Joys in the manſions of eternal reſt , 
Since its one aim, while reſident on earth, 


Still ſoar'd on high to him who gave it birth. 
Let oh look down, my friend, with pity view 


What vain, what fleeting, objects we purſue : 
What numbers left, in trivial tumults toſt, 


Are wreck'd on follies, and in errors loſt ! 

Oh wont to ſtretch thy watchful hand to ſave 

From ſtealing danger, or th' incurſive wave 

May we, like thee, from all that's wrong refrain, 
Like thee, poſſeſſing, all that's right retain. 

May hence our life's laſt period prove like thine, _ 
And union's bond in endleſs joys combine. _ 
Ah my loſt friend! ſhall I think Heav'n ſevere, 
From me my wiſer, better, ſelf to tear; 

While yet thy days diffus'd a manly grace, 

And life's full vigour fluſh'd thy blooming face ? 

Or ſhall I bleſs thy flight to realms above, © 
From grief's of diſcord to the joys of love, 

Where, free from ſcenes of anxious pain and ſtrife, 
Thou for a mortal finds immortal hfe ? 


But hark, what voice was that ? Angelic ſound 


Seem'd in my ears with rapture to rebound : 


Tis 
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22 Te MAN & ROSS, 
*Tis he, *tis he, the well-known voice I hear; , 
« Dry up, he cries, for me the falling tear: | 


Purſue my bliſs; each cauſeleſs moan ſuppreſt 


For me, whoſe ſoul enjoys eternal reſt ! 5 
O yes, bleſt ſhade ! thy counſels I'll obey; 
Reſign my plaints, and waſh my tears away : 
No more ſhall anguiſh, thro' the midnight ſhade, 
With fruitleſs groans the ſolemn gloom pervade : 


No more ſhall floods effus'd---But ſhall my grief 


Not from the muſes?aſk a ſhort relief? 
Dear friend, farewell! a friend for ever true 
Friendſhip now ſays, © Eternally adieu!“ 


A deſervedly celebrated Poet, who had leiſure and other 
privileges for his purpoſe, we may ſuppoſe ſearched the 
whole extent of the Britiſh empire, ſo far as the voice of 
fame could direct his enquiries, for ſo compleat and ami- 
able a character; and found one to his wiſh, excelling the 
reſt, at Roſs, in Herefordſhire, which he bas tranſ- 
mitted to poſterity in the following lines. | 


Tre MAN or ROSS. 


BY all our praiſes why ſhould Lords engroſs? 
Riſe honeſt Muſe ! and ſing the Man of Ross : 
Pleas'd Vaga echoes thro? her winding bounds, 

And rapid Severn hoarſe applauſe reſounds. 

Who hung with woods yon mountains ſultry brow ? 
From the dry rock who bade the waters flow ? 
Not to the ſkies in uſeleſs columns toſt, 

Or in proud falls magnificently loſt, 

But clear and artleſs, pouring thro? the plain 
Health to the ſick, and ſolace to the ſwain. 
Whoſe cauſeway parts the vale with ſhady rows ? 
Whoſe ſeats the weary traveller repoſe ? 


Who 
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Who feeds yon alms-houſe, neat, but void of ſtate, 
Where age and want ſit ſmiling at the gate? | 
Who taught that heav'n- directed ſpire to ? 
The Man of Ross each liſping babe 
Behold the market-place with poor o'e — : 
The Man of Ross divides the weekly bread : 
Him portion'd maids, apprentic'd orphans bleſt, 
The young who labour, and the old who reſt. 
Is any fick ? The Man of Ross reheves, 
Prefcribes, attends, the med'cine takes and gives. 
Is there a variance ? Enter but his door, 
Baulk'd are the courts, and conteſt is no more, 
Deſpairing Quacks with curſes fled the place, 
And vile Attornies, now an uſeleſs race. 
Thrice happy man! enabled to purſue 
What all fo wiſh, but want the pow'r to do. 
„Oh ſay, what furs that gen'rous hand ſupply ? 
«© What mines to ſwell that boundleſs charity?“ 
Of debts and taxes, wife and children clear, 
This man poſſeſt---five hundred pounds a year. 
. Bluſh grandeur, bluſh; proud courts withdraw your 
Ye tle ftars ! hide your diminiſh'd rays. . [ blaze, 

And what? No monument, inſcription, ſtone ? 
His race, his form, his name almoſt unknown?“ 
Who builds a church to Gop, and not to fame, 
Will never mark the marble with his name. 
Go ſearch it there, where to be born and die, 
Of rich and poor makes all the hiſtory; 
Enough, that virtue fill'd the ſpace between; 
Prov'd by the ends of being to have been. 
When Hopkins dies, a — * lights attend 
The wretch, who living ſav'd a candle's end. 


+1+ I am deſirous to pay full credit to the truth of 
the above lines, on the teſtimony of the excellent enco- 
miaſt; at the ſame time I deſire none to give credit to 
mine, 
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mine, on my own fingle teſtimony; but, for the con- 
fir mation of it, refer my readers to the inhabitants of 
the large and populous city of Briſtol, and of its envi- 
rons, and to the concurrent characters inſerted in the 
public weekly news- papers of the city. 1 

Having now diſcharged this little tribute to his dear 
and worthy memory, I conclude with a ſincere and fer- 
vent deſire, that the great and ſovereign Author of all 
good, who powerfully influenced his ſon], who made 


his life a public ornament and benefit, and more parti- 


cularly a bleſſing to many individuals, who prepared 
him for everlaſting communion with himſelf, and with 
all that are his ſubjects, may ſo influence others, whom 
he has made ſtewards of his manifold grace, that they 
may be tenderly watchful, and faithful in trying times, 
as the times now threaten, for the ſins of a favoured 
yet ungrateful people; that amongſt the great luxury 
and pride, may give way to charity and beneficence, 
and amongſt the lower ſort, indolence and vice may be 
exchanged for induſtry and every other virtue; that our 
great Creator may be reverenced and glorified by his ra- 
tional creatures; and that they may continue, to the end 
of their lives, on that ſure foundation, which he hath 
laid, for their future ſafety, and never- ending happineſs. 
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Two ELEGIES on the Death of a late worthy Member, 
and Ornament of Society, REBECCA SMITH, late 


of Nailſworth in the county of Gloceſter. 
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A conſiderable part hereof having appeared in S. Fart ev's 
Briſtol Journal, addreſſed To THE MEMORY oF A 
FRIEND, it is with ſome amendments, and one addition 


printed in the Italic character, now republiſhed. . 


We can to thy bright character refuſe, 


Much honoured friend ! the tribute of the Muſe? 


A mournful Muſe (whoſe painful efforts ſhow 
The latent ſpring from whence her ſorrows flow) 
Joins with thoſe numbers who thy virtues knew, 
And for thy death return the torrents due. 

Thy ſhining life ſtill mov'd with wiſeſt fear, 
Still ardent watch d. and pray d---aright to ſteer 
Thro' the dark ſeas to ſcape the rocks and ſand, 
To ward the perils of the wrecking ſtrand. 
While faith divine this arduous taſk maintain'd, 
In conflict ſhielded, and in conqueſt reign'd, 

Oft have 1 heard thy lovely language flow, 

Our faith invig' rate, and unveil our foe. 

By thee diſplay'd the twining ſerpent's ſnare, 

To minds incautious ſhew'd the dangers near, 

I dare acknowledge---nor yet bluſh to ſay, 

Strong and inſtructive ſhone the calm diſplay. 

When warm affection, felt for human kind, 

Pour'd forth the beauties of thy lab'ring mind, 
D 


How 
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How copious iſſued thy perſuaſive ſound ! 

How fraught with counſels, and with comforts crown'd ! 
Free from the fountain---lov'd, ador'd by thee ; 
The gift all-bounteous, like its AuTaon, free 


Not warring with opinions, or with creeds, 


No rapid winds to ſhake the feeble reeds ; 
(On which ſome lean) In cleareſt light thou ſhow'd 
Love's boundleſs ocean, whence thy labour flow'd ; 


Thy richly ſtor'd experience thence expreſt, 


Intent to lodge it in each other's breaſt : 

Oft for the pow'r diſſolv'd in aweful pray'r; 
Each boſom ford thy pious warmth to ſhare ! 
Celeſtial ardours begging him“ increaſe, 

Who paid thy labours with returns of peace ! 

No lifeleſs words, ke leaves with fruit uncrown'd, 
Sooth'd idle hearers with their empty ſound. 

No voice preſumptuous---vain, or worſe than vain |! 
Hearts not impreſt---or but impreſt with pain 
Far, far from this, thine, void of juſt offence, 
Emphatic, ſound, replete with ſolid ſenſe, 
Could ftill command our cloſe attention paid, 
And well requite the good commend obey'd. 

All aceply wite, and eloquently great, 
Exalting truth, unfolding dark deceit ; 
Convincing and confirming minds in doubs; 
WITRIN recalling ſuch as rov'd wiTHOUT 3 
Silent, to hear the God within the mind,“ 
Who ſpeak to form its faculties refin'd ; 

With marv lous change---itjurious aims iff. ce, 
And plant the beſt, to flouriſh in their place. 

May bounteous Heav'n, in condeſcenſicg great, 
With more ſuch lab'rers fill thy vacant ſept ; 
And, with thy moral graces, pour a part 
Of thy benevolent and tender heart! 

Friend of the poor ! The widow's, orphan's, grief 
Charm'd with thy bounty, bleſs'd the glad relief. 
Amidſt 
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Amidſt their wants, thy ſympathy they found; 
For while they wanted---thou couldſt not abound ; 
Denying, with a ſtrict and cautious care, 
The dainty morſel---with the poor to ſhare. 
Nailfworth's bleak hills, and mourning vales, declare 
The deep-felt ſorrows of thy abſence there. 
Oh would ſome abler pen the taſk engage, 
And paint thy virtues to the riſing age, 
With ſuch ſoft touches beauteouſly refin'd, 
As both inform and captivate the mind; 
In ſuch ſweet numbers, harmoniz'd, impart 
Thy various labours, as affect the heart : 
I'd own its worth, ſubſcribing to the ſame, 
The free juſt tribute owing to thy name 
Oh may my life, my deareſt friend, like thine, 
In virtuous acts, and ſacred ardour, ſhine ; 
That Heav'ns high ſanction may my period crown; 
And bright, like thine, dear ſhade, my ſun go down. 


n II. 

() H lov'd of Gop! in Hheav'n to Saints endear'd ! 
On earth, by ſuch as knew thy life rever'd; 

Who the bright ſeries of thy moments view'd, 

And felt freſh virtue from thy words renew'd ! 

Words like their themes ! the wileſt each, and beſt, 

Shed from the precious treaſures in thy breaſt ! 

Oft from the pure celeſtial fount they flow'd, 

New hopes, new joys, new pray'r and praiſe, beſtow'd: 

Like the bleſt ſounds of Angels, wing'd to cheer, 

With vocal tranſports to the human ear ! 

Shall then ſuch grace eſcape our grateful care, 
Lodg'd in the duſt, or loſt in ambient air; 
Tir unſullied luſtre, o'er thy temp'ral lot, 


So late conſpicuous, and ſo ſoon forgot; 
„ | Thy 
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Thy heart, ſo pure from ſelfiſh love, or pride; 
Fine parts---oft hid---but always well apply'd ; 
Hid — thyſelf, around thee while they ſhone, 
Great in our eyes, but litile in thy own? 

No Veſtal's vow thy virgin choice had chain'd; 
By Suitors ſought, wiſe, rich and good, vicain'd ! 
Ungain'd, had kings !—untempted to la down, 
For gilded thorns, a bleſt unfeding crown. 

Whoſe the ſole right, engroſs'd thy who!: eſteem 
Thy worthieſt lover, and thy love ſupreme, 
Thy GOD thy wiſh, united thus, to flow 

The ſame ſweet union thro? the world below! 
Your flames, all mutual ſince he won thy ſoul, 
For ever ardent, ever mutual, roll. 

Oh wou'd men thus each noxious paſſion yield, 
Their hearts reſign'd to laws of right reveal d, 
What peace were theirs, a laſting portion giv'n, 
What high aſſurance of approving heay'n ! 

What darling object, or what proſper vies, 
Thro' life's low limits, with his glorious prize ? 

How ſhone thy days, illum'd with beams divine, 
Meek, harmleſs, juſt, pacific and benign ! 

Such radiance glow'd, to bleſs, with joyful light, 
Lone trav'lers ne thro' the ſhades of night; 
Who, left each fondneſs, or of arms or art 

Oft view thy living picture in their hearts, 


Thy heav'n- taught wiſdom, thy benefic toil; 


Oh beſt and brighteſt of thy native ſoil 

Its late rich loadſtone ] thither gladly flew 

The wiſe and good; for thi: : attraction drew: 

Where lucid fervours, from their sux deriv'd, 

Man's firſt, beſt, love in every breaſt reviv'd. 
Say, ſhall I mention? Of that draught a part 

With ſecret cord, encircling, mov'd my heart: 

(When the bleak Tyne thy ſteps had travel'd ver, 

By Belgic waves a chill'd inſulted ſhore !) 


Where 
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Where laſt che long and loneſome highways fail, 
Glad I deſcended to the peopled vale: 
There to my view thy various virtue ſhin'd, 
Thine a#rve, paſſive, ſocial, and refign'd. 
Perfections rare! ne'er let them, funk from ſight, 
Lie dropt and dormant in th' abyſs of ni ght 
Let every ſpotleſs excellence combine, 
And days, yet diſtant, learn to count 'em thine , 
Sons, yet unborn, revere the track thou trod, 
And trace thy footſteps to the throne of Gop. 
Prompt was thy heart, in tend'reſt acts expreſt, 
To give new nerves to penury diſtreſt; 
To give what hunger, nakedneſs, might need, 
What pain and fickneſs, with exerted ſpeed; 
All kinds of good to pour on every crowd, 
Far as the limits of thy ſphere allow'd : 
Sav'd from his wiſh, to heay'nly minds unknown, 
Who craves his thouſands—— for himſelf alone; 
Who, loſt to goodneſs, turns from reaſon's ray, 
Grov'ling on earth, and cent'ring all in clay; 
Imperious, hoggiſh, churliſh, fond to ſerve 
His vn dear-ſelf —— and leave the world to ſtarve. 
In righteous ſcale when Heav'n bis thouſands lays, 
One grain of genuine goodneſs far outweighs, 
What earth admires— all withers at that height; 
Her objects loſe their colour, worth and weight. 
Like proud Belſhazzar, from his golden glare, 
Fools then left hopeleſs —— diſconcerted ſtare: 
Yet now, ſtill downward, on their gather'd ſtore, 
They look -and hug the dear enchanting ore; 
Till death, tremendous, from their kennels call, 
To meet the juſt, omniſcient, Judge of all. 
Far happier hoards were thine, of gold refin'd, 
Such as their owners never leave behind : 
Such as death envies, uninvading ; ſuch 
As his vaſt ſcythe's extent can never touch: 


Tho? 
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Tho with its ſweep imperial thrones it mow, 
Struck from their baſe ; and lay the lofty low, 
Oh while they periſh in the worſhip'd earth, 
From her dark womb, how, ſpringing to the birth, 
Thy ſoul triumphant ſoar'd, in upward flight, 
To ſurer riches in the realms of light 

How ſhall I mention, but with rev'rent awe, 
Thy lips unfolding great Jenovan's law; 
Myſterious wonders of redemption wrought, 
Drawn from experience, from the learn'd unſought ; 
In beauteous language, animated, fit, | 
Profound yet clear, eclips'd all human wit ! 
Our hearts inflam'd it us'd on high to raiſe, 
Thy Gop thy teacher, his alone the praile ! 
No gains from men, their bliſs with warmth, deſir'd! 
By Hin commiſhon'd, and nis ſmiles acquir'd ! 
Oh for that prize——and for that prize alone, 
How, ſingly wrought, thy wondrous labour ſhone ! 
How patient, waiting for n1s high beheſt, 
How ftill obedient to His word impreſt! 
(When the pure unction flow'd with life and light, 


And kind compaſſion urg'd the people's right) 


From hence diffus'd, what floods of love divine, 
Sick ſouls to heal, the jarring to combine; f 
Salubrious, clear, as wine from dregs refin'd! 

New ligbt, new force, then fill'd the doubting mind. 
All felt in part what good thy ſoul enjoy' d. 


Which then ſhone brighteſt, when 'twas thus employ'd, 


How oft we wiſh'd to ſee thee riſe——and ſeen, 
How joy'd in hope----nor have fruſtrated been ; 
Whether thy lips the liſ”ning audience taught, 
Or humble pray'r the heav'nly bleſſing ſought ! 
Then, lowly bow'd, the King of Kings addreſt, 
Each word how nervous, and with grace expreſt! 
So, bleſt and grateful, royal Preachers pray'd, 

So thank'd the HIoHEST for his ſov'reign aid: 


Thus 


r 


d. 


us 
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Thus Iſraels Monarch from the ſheep-cote crown'd, 


And thus his Son for wiſdom, wealth, renown'd. 


Oft as thy tongue ſublimeſt truth convey'd, 
With ſuch perſpicuous evidence diſplay'd, 

All wond'ring heard, and what they heard approv'd, 
Felt their hearts touch'd, and their Creator lov'd. 

As thro' ſome noble optic glaſs the eye 

Sees diſtant Planets, and inſpects as nigh ; 

Thus when thou ſpoke, with pow'r from high endu d, 
In larger lights immortal joys were view'd. 

So Hebrews ſang, when Heav'n their hearts inſpir'd, 
Rapt with its wonders, with its favours fir'd : 

So ſpoke old ſeers, its envoys, ſent to bring 
Extatic tidings to ſome ſuppliant king. 

What Babylon, or boaſting Egypt's art, 

Could not thro? ſorc'rers, or thro' kings, impart : 
Lo! flinty breaſts, from ſacred truth eſtrang'd, 
To ſoftneſs melted, and to goodneſs chang'd ! 

Our author's bounties when thy lips declar'd, 
With thoſe bright ſcenes our ſable crimes compar'd, 
Wak*d---at thoſe crimes conviction ſhot her dart, 
And warm contrition ſhook the ſinner's heart. 

Yet as vile wweeds, erect with gorgeous flow'r, 
Grow rank and rampant with the /#n and ſhow'r 
Alike vain men, the more their favours flow, 
Still more preſumptuous and regardleſs grow. 
Mong ſuch thy taſk, but now compleatly done 
Thy war is ended, and thy race is run. 

Thy name through ages will with honour ſound ; 
Theirs ignominious, and, when mov'd, rebound. 
Thy life in bliſs perpetual will repoſe : 

Where theirs will reſt, or reſtleſs roll, he knows, 

Who by thee calPd *em---like thee ſtill to ſteer ; 

While, hard and deaf, they clos'd the heart and ear, 

Thy worthy ſteps while all the good approv'd, 

Thy life they copied, and thy labours lov'd, L 
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With thirſtingfas, thy doctrine deep imbib'd; 
And oft revo, in their hearts inſcrib'd. 

But one mie ſtate expands a diff ring ſign; 
Thy conſtant᷑ fare its precincts to decline 
Impoſing prid from fancied goodneſs born, 
With frowning front, inferiors ey d with ſcorn | 
So tempts the ſerpent. as he tempted Eve 


With gods to riſe, and taught her hence to grieve. 
Since the firſt female, too aſpiring, rang'd, 


Her peace all- pleaſing for ill nature chang'd, 

Let then each daughter -dread th' exalting ſcene, 
And not one boaſt, Behold, I reign a Qucen. | 
Act more the medeſt than the maſelne part 


Rend uſurpation's idol from the heart. 


Your friend, now gone, diſgrac'd with no ſuch ſpecks 

Her pattern left; an honour to her ſex! | 
Was it becauſe her dignity was leſs, 

Or wanted virtues which yourſelves poſſeſs ? 

No; bleſt, adorn'd of Heav'n, with winning grace, 

She wiſely knew, and firmly kept, her place. 

Nor yet have left us ſuch as ſhine around, 

Belov'd with juſtice, and with truth renown'd ; 

Of grateful hearts the dear delighting themes, 

Wile worthy females, whom my ſoul eſteems : 

My hearty wiſh, of this illuſtrious kind, 

That for each, ſingly, twice ten thouſand ſhin'd |! 
Theſe ſhun their height who, Lorry, love t'appear 


To men 1important---forward, oft ſevere ! 


Too fond to rule, too greedy to be great ; 
A lowly ſaviour tho? their lips repeat 


To mark, cenſorious, others ſteps too prone, 


Yet oft o'erlook, and oft indulge, their own 

To nurſe th* imperious arrogance that ſways ; 

Tho? kind and tender charity they praiſe ! 

In meekneſs mean, its honour tho? they claim, 

With haughty conduct, and aſſuming aim 1 
| ut 
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Bur not to females is this ſtate confin'd : 
The fly temptation lurks in every mind; | 
By ſome kept down, in ſome more obvious ey'd, 
Left the low ſphere, and orbs above them try'd ! 
Oh late deceas'd ! thy life may well reprove 
Each proud affecter of that lamb-like love, 
In which thou ſhone, ſo clear from all offence; 
Thy mind ſo humble, and ſo bright thy ſenſe; 
Words, acts, agreed; with god-like patience crown'd, 
No wrath to kindle, and no weak to wound; 
So fix'd in goodneſs, from the ſource obtain'd ; 
By all that knew thee may thy ſtate be gain'd ! 
All then in worthieſt wiſdom would excell: 
All born to bliſs, belov'd by living well. 
3 Aere let my verſe a brief advice intrude, 
To males and females, and myſelf include. 
With all endowments, human or divine, 
Let lowly meckneſs grace the lovely line. 
It preaches well: where /potlzſs love abounds, 
It far outſhines all eloquence of ſounds. 
It ftill delighrs : Theſe pleaſe us while they fall ; 
Bur look for fruits—if balk'd, we ſlight them all. 
So vines, with foliage too luxuriant lac'd, 
Mock with ſour grapes, and grate the longing taſte, 
Had their proud umbrage, foe to fruitful life, 
Born the ſharp culture of the pruning knife, 
A kindher nurture, from their parent roots, 
Had crown'd their tendrils with tranſcendent fruits, 
Of grateful reliſh, of pellucid face, 
The vineyard's honour, or the garden's grace 
Such thine, my friend; ſo coupling found to meet 
Their beauteous aſpect and their ſavour ſweet ! 
No ſcornful look, no reprehenſion tart ! 
Love ey'd and felt, the love that ruPd thy heart! 
Thy glorious PLANTER's cultivation ſeen, 
For ever fruitful, and for ever green! 
t F Oh 
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Oh may his hand my life, my friends, ally ; 
So fenc'd, improv'd, like thee to live and die: 
Our ſouls, with thine and Hawkſworth's gone before, 
The King of Kings, in boundleſs bliſs, adore ! 


After I had looked on the above piece as finiſhed, 
one of the laſt ſnares, which the common enemy lays 
for them who have been true penitents for paſt ſins, 
and have manifeſted a great reformation in their lives, 
viz; SPIRITUAL PRIDE, occurred to my view; which 
has manifeſtly appeared too predominant in ſome who 
were otherwiſe valuable. It unhappily contracts the 
charity of ſuch into narrow limits; filling up the void 
ſpaces with harſhneſs of temper, and fiery zeal without 
proper knowledge ; magnifying themſelves, and ſurvey- 
ing others in a diminutive light. I could not be eaſy 
to ſuppreſs this view, when I looked back to my ho- 

noured friends A. R. Hawkſworth, and R. Smith, who 
were remarkably free from it. They lived in as conſtant 
humility, as if they conſtantly apprehended themſelves 
to be of no value at all ; which, far from leſſening their 
honour, increaſed it; far from rendring them leſs va- 
luable to their acquaintance, it rendred them abundant- 


ly more ſo; as many ſurvivors can freely and experi- 
mentally teſtify on their behalf. 


SPIRITUAL PRIDE delineated. 


rr rigid, poſitive, all right 

Still in 27s own, {till wrong in others, ſight; 
High on its judgment: ſeat, diſdainful, rear'd, 
With wrath impatient, it condemns unheard; 
Big as the boaſting Phariſee, to bleſs 

Itſelf, its own ſuperior holineſs , | 
Inſulting---finners, tho? with down-caſt eyes 
While Heav'n ſees both, and theſe more juſtifies ! 


At 


On the Old and New Year. 
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Alt the time the firſt ſheet was printed, the two laſt pieces 
Were the foregoing Elegy II. and the Univerſal Prayer: 
But fince that, a friend of mine having peruſed the Re- 
flections on the Old and New Year, ſent me ſome verſes 
of his own on the ſame ſubjeff. Having attempted an 
Amendment of them, I think them well worthy of a place 


Bere. 


/ 
i I: 
ET ſanguine hopes, or florid lays, 
Invite the riſing year : 
I wiſh---to warn from prior days--- 
Aright that all may 1 
| W .. 
Say, are the ſtorms of winter paſt, 
Heal'd every heart-felt woe, 
Each ſoul repos'd in peace at laſt, 
And foiPd each N ? 
III. 
Not ſo, the buſy buſtling world 
A diff'ring aſpe& wears, 
To crimes and hot commotionshurl'd: 
Sad ſymptoms fraught with fears 
IV. | 
Retir'd from public broils---your own, 
Ye ſons of men, review, | 
What fruits in private life have grown ? 
What hopes of harveſts new ? 
2 
How oft has mirth, from flowing bowls, 
- Inflam'd your hearts and heads 
Yet think, oh poor deluded ſouls, 
What ſolace now 77 ſheds ! 
* 


II. On the OLD and NEW YEAR. 


How 


OOO 0 COATS Bo . ——— —— ũ U SD. —- — 
= ot, — N 5 . 24 


36 On the Old and New Year. 
| 40 
How oft, inqueſt of happineſs, 
| _ You've rang'd the verdant lawn! _. 
What brought ye thence, but new diſtreſs 
From turbid paſſions „ 0 Ws 
| ee VII. 
What ſchemes, abortive, hopeful roſe ! 
What caſtles built 1n air ! 
What diſappointments ruſh'd---to cloſe 
Fine proſpects in def) 4 
What waſted hours, on rapid wings, 
Are vaniſh'd with the year? 
What guilty pleaſures, arm'd with ſtings, 
Have pain'd your paſt career? 
. 
How, ſelf-approving, can the mind 
Such miſpent time repeat? _ 
A ſecret ſomething ſtill ye find, Fe 
Denies your joys compleat. 


Shall then, in one perpetual round, 
A giddy race, employ'd, 

To catch illuſive fadows bound, 
The ſubſtance AE ? 


In vain thro? nature's vaſt domain 
Such ramble, ill reliev'd, 
True peace, yet diſtant, will diſdain 
Old errors unretriey'd. | 
| XII. / 
In vain all efforts bliſs explore, 
Till penitence impell 
The ſoul---intent to fn no more, 
And ardent 7 do well. 


What 
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XIII. 


What conſcience dictates, or diſclaims, 
That follow, this eſchew: 
So will ye glow with virtue's flames, 
And laſting ſweets accrue. 
„ 
That fecret ſomething unſuppreſt, 
By pamper'd vice unſlain, 
Her due dominion paid each breaſt 
Its conſcious peace will gain. 
XV. 
Wiſdom demands a ſtrict account, 
Each ended day's review : 
Inſpect each action's whole amount; 
Still better acts purfue. | 
XVI. 
They find---this conduct who poſſeſs, 
With purity's increaſe, | 
„Her ways are ways of pleaſantneſs, 
And all her paths are peace.“ 
XVII. 
She calls mankind, from mazes paſt, 
The new-born year to prize, © 
That, from the ſollies of the laſt, _ 
The preſent may be wiſe. 
XVIII. 
Oh bent on actions juſt and true, 
Inceſſant, watchful, fear 
The ſelf-ſame follies to renew, 
Thro' every future year. 
XIX. 
Then tho? mad war, with crimſon rage, 
The frighted world amaze, 
Peace, o'er the bounds of every age, 
Will bleſs your well-ſpent days. 
| AN 
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Ax UNIVERSAL PRAYER, 


Alt the Commencement of the Year 1769. 


Usp1ciovs author! grant this year, 
W hoſe dubious courſe begins, 
May, brightning, with thy favour cheer, 
And drown our elder fins ; 


May timely fill our want of weight, 
In righteous ballance weigh'd ; 

On ſtruggling ſteps, in every ſtraight, 
May drop celeſtial aid! 


Juſt, humble, prudent, kind and cool 
Oh keep us; put to flight 

Pride, wrath and av'rice ; teach to rule 
Heart, hand and tongue, aright. 


Be hidden ſtings of guilt ſuppreſt, 
And conſcious joy ſupply'd ; 

At thy tribunal in the breaſt 
Abſolv'd, and juſtify'd ! 


Whatever means thy wiſdom finds, 
Or goodneſs flows, to ule ; 

Reign thou the ſoy'reign of our minds, 
And object of our views. 


Our pliant wills to thine conform, 
And guide through every maze ; 

Our ſafe Aſylum in each ſtorm, 
And ſun in halcyon days 


Nor there depreſt, nor here elate, 
Along the chequer'd ſcene ; 

Oh grant, in eyery proving ſtate, 
Compoſure ſtill ſerene. 


May, in the room of ſome belov'd, 
Late inſtruments of thine, 
Succeſſors riſe not leſs approv'd, 


Nor with leſs luſtre ſhine ! Oh 


Oh 
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Oh ever good, immenſely kind ! t, 
Let grateful ſenſe, retain'd, 


All hearts in juſt allegiance bind, 


And joyous union gain'd : 


Who, whether ling'ring forc'd to lie, 


Or ſfeiz'd with ſwift alarm, 
May nothing wiſh to do but die, 
When death up-heaves his arm : 


May nothing feel but peace (aright 
Their hearts and hands apply'd) 
All objects ſhine around them bright, 
And Heav'n before them ey'd ! 


Oh were the world's unnumber'd crimes 
Beheld and felt no more ; 
Nor heard of- like no&urnal times 


Long paſt---their ſlumbers oer ) 


Elected, call thy truth and love 
To take dominion's place; 

To link our lives with lives above, 
In ever- bleſt embrace! 


When that auguſt and aweful day, 
Emblazing thro' the ſky, 

Thee judge of nations ſhall diſplay, 
With trumpet's ſound on high; 


When every latent fact, deſcry'd, 

Shall ſtart to face the light; 
Nor wealth can bribe, nor wit can hide, 
I 0o ſcape thy piercing ſight; 


May I, with all my friends around, 
And all the world beſide, 


Our day with joyful evening crown'd, 


Reap ampler joy when try'd ! 


There 


eee 
ö There ſee, tranſported at the fight, 
1:85 Ne throngs that went before; 
2 Live with them link d in vaſt delight, 
-» And ſure to part no more. 


There ſtill thy wondrous love admire, 
Oh guardian of our days! 

And, on the glowing golden lyre ! 
For ever ſing thy praiſe. 


1. +1+ This collection, having enlarged far beyond the 
f expectation of the Editor, is 1 5 offered to the public 
at a lower price, than any ſuch ſett of Poems entirely 
6 | new, that he has heard of for many years paſt, in order 
to encourage its wider and ſpeedier circulation. 
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